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anything, especially if you are not known j they are more
dangerous than the pirates of Morocco!'
£I shall have nothing to do with these gentlemen until I
am old.5
'Then they will be the scourge of your old age!'
We then returned to the salon, where for two hours
Voltaire displayed all the resources of his brilliant and fertile
mind, delighting his audience, in spite of his caustic humour,
which spared no one. Yet accompanied by his peculiarly
sweet smile, his sallies lost their bitterness.
His household was maintained on a generous footing, and
his table was liberally spread, which is more than one can
say of poets in general. He was sixty-six years old, and had
a hundred and twenty thousand francs a year. It was
wrongly said that he enriched himself by cheating his pub'
lishers; on the contrary, they cheated him, with the excep-
tion of the Cramers, whose fortune he made. He cared
more for fame than anything else, and would often give
away his works, on condition they should be printed and
circulated. During the few days I was with him I witnessed
one of those acts of generosity; he made a present of La
Princesse de Babylone, a charming story which he wrote in
three days.
I dined at Les Delice$y but Voltaire was absent. Madame
Denis, however, more than made up for his absence. She
had plenty of taste, tact, and intelligence, and hated the
King of Prussia, whom she called a villain.
M. de Voltaire appeared about five o'clock with a letter
in his hand.
'Do you know the Marquis Albergati Capacelli and the
Count Paradisi?' he asked.
CI know Albergati by reputation; he is one of the forty at
Bologna, where the forty are fifty!'
'Mercy, what an enigma; well, he has sent me Goldoni's
plays, some Bologna sausages, the translation of my Tan~
crede> and he says he is coming to see me!'
cHe won't come,,(he is not so foolish.'

